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Jon was pretending to be asleep, and Richie knew it, even from across the room. Of course Jon wasn't sleeping. 
He was suking. Still. And Richie was so thankful for the blackout blinds, because the darkness in their room was 
thick enough to hide every trace of the fact he was grinning like an idiot. 


There was a shuffling noise from Jon's side of the room, shifting blankets. Jon tossing and turning. Giving up 
the charade, finally. He exhaled hard through his nose before saying, "Fucker" 


"What?" Richie asked innocently. 


"| want it back." 


"| told you | don't have it" 


But the grin was coming through in his voice, and he knew it. He'd kept a straight face (and voice) all day, and 


now it was betraying him. Oh well. Jon knew he had the damn scarf anyway. 

At some point, when they were getting ready for tonight's show, Richie had pocketed the thing on a whim, and 
then proceeded to finish getting dressed while Jon had an obsessive-compulsive episode searching for it. It 
didn't matter, really, except in principle, and the longer Jon obsessed over its whereabouts, the funnier it got 
to Richie, and also the more certain he was he was going to die by Jon's hand when the truth outed. So Richie 
had continued denying, with what he thought was a damn good poker face, that he knew anything about what 
had happened to the scarf. Jon was not convinced in the slightest. Not a minute after Richie had taken it, and 
definitely not six hours-- and a thousand inquisitions-- later. 


‘lm gonna find it," Jon said. "And when | do, I'm gonna strangle you with it” 


The illusion of menace was cracked by the fact Jon was already laughing at his own words before they were 


even all the way out. The best laid plans. 

"It's a date," Richie said. 

"You have it right now, don't you?" 

"Yeah. | put it under my pillow for the scarf fairy. Hoping to get a buck out of it" 

"You fucker. You do have it over there with you, don't you? You're holdin’ onto it so | won't find it" 

"Oh, you got me!" 

There was another shuffling noise from Jon's side of the room, accompanied by a distinctive airy whoomph 
that indicated the man's blankets had been thrown back. "I'm coming over there. You better hope | don't find 
it” 

"Do your worst." 

Jon landed on Richie in a heap of flying limbs. Richie's breath was knocked out of him in a yell. 

‘Ow! What the fuck? Motherfucker--" 

Jon was laughing, a pinched, high giggle, like he was funneling nervous energy into it. His hands were 
everywhere-- swatting at Richie's hands, attempting to pin his forearms, searching beneath the pillows. At one 


point, he poked Richie in the eye, which Richie assumed was an accident, but it didn't undo the fact he was 


sure he'd have a black eye to explain away tomorrow. 


"Jesus! God--" Richie panted. "You're like-- a fucking-- octopus--" 


‘| want my scarf--" Jon said, and started bouncing on top of him, pummeling the air out of him on every 


plunge. 

"Ow, ow, owl It's not here, you crazy fuck!" Richie laughed. 

Jon sat back against Richie's up-drawn thighs. "So you admit you took it?" he said. He was still wiggling around, 
adjusting his feet maybe, vying for a potential new position from which to give Richie the older sibling 


treatment he'd never experienced. 


"Fine, yes. | took it," Richie said, trying to ignore the fact that Jon, in all his kinetic overload, was also 
incidentally grinding his ass into Richie's groin "Will you get off me now?" 


"Where is it?" 


Richie attempted to move his hands-- somewhere, anywhere-- to help him move Jon off him, without bucking 


his lower body against the man, but Jon snagged his wrists before he could do anything. 
"Where is it, Sambora?" 
"IFs in my suitcase. Now will you get off me?" 


He felt Jon lean forward, lifting his ass. Cool air rushed in to overtake the parts of him that the man's 
warmth had possessed, and Richie was hard in an instant. He squeezed his eyes shut. 


"That easy, huh? I've been nuts all day over this, and l'm supposed to let it go just because you--" 


There was nothing Richie could say or do to stop Jon leaning back The man's words stopped with the barest of 
gasps. He lifted his ass again 


"Oh," he said, softly. 

"Get off," Richie pleaded, his voice cracking. 

‘lm sorry." 

"Get off" 

There was a moment there, where Richie thought Jon was going to have mercy on him and just leave him be. 


Climb off of him nice and careful and retreat to his own side of the room where they could spend the night in 


awkward silence and then both come down with convenient amnesia in the morning. That moment was very 


short. 


Jon leaned in toward Richie's face again and, his voice wobbling with his heavy breath, said, "What if I'm not 


done with you, though?" 


In a flash, every time Jon had stood just a little too close to Richie on stage-- and backstage, and in the 
privacy of hotel rooms and homes; every time Jon had stolen a glance at him with that half a smile and 
lowered eyelids while they were joking around together; every time Jon had touched Richie in ways none of his 
other male friends did-- squeezing his knee, or putting a hand on his lower back; and every time Richie had 
done the same things in return to Jon without thinking twice about it-- in a flash, the entirety of exactly how 


not platonic their relationship really was settled onto Richie's brain 


"Do your worst," he said. He thought his chest would explode. 


Two 
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He also thought he heard Jon's exhale turn to the quietest of moans as the man slid his knees down and 


pressed his body into Richie's. 
this isn't real 


Richie's mind ping-ponged, searching for a way to grasp the pieces of what was happening. To make it come 


together into a coherent whole. Five minutes ago, they'd been quibbling over a stolen scarf. And now.. 
Ím asleep already, and this is a dream, and Il wake up here in a second 


"Mmm..." 
The sound came from somewhere behind Jon's lips, but Richie swore he felt it all the way down the man's 
galvanic body, clear down into the rock-solid shaft that was grinding into him. 


lm not dreaming 


And then the sound again-- "Mmm--'-- more urgent this time, an animal sound, more instinct than choice. 


There was no choice. All of the aching of every cell of Richie's body fixated in an instant on the feel of Jon's 
cock, thick and insistent, rubbing against his own, and against the fronts of his hips. 


"Oh god," Richie whispered, "what are we doing?" He was already spreading his thighs as much as he could, 


pinned as he was between Jon's. 


Groaning again, and giving a ferocious thrust that rolled against Richie's balls, Jon panted, "I don't know about 
you, but I'm winning this." 


"What?" Ahh-- 


“That's-- it--" Jon said. "Give it up." 

"| already-- told you where it-- was--" 

"But you need to pay. And l'm gonna win--" 

"Ohh, god.. 

"You come first, you weakling--" 

"Oh! Fuck! 

"Thaaat's it, baby. Give it up for Jonny." 

Richie sucked a breath in through his teeth. "Never," he said. 

"Oh really?" Jon said, and Richie could hear the coil of amusement in his voice. He felt his wrist released and, a 
moment later, Jon's hand fumbling between their groins, pulling the front of Richie's boxers down. When he 
made contact again, it was the velvet heat of bare skin on skin-- Jon had pulled his own boxers down, too-- 
and Richie called up the first mundane image he could think of to stop himself exploding right then. As it 
happened, that image was of laundry swishing and sudsing in a washing machine. It worked though, and the 
climax was abated for at least that moment. 

God, Jon really knew how to wield the head of his cock. 

He slid the thing up and down the length of Richie's dick, grazed it against the underside of the head of Richie's 
cock, before getting back down to grinding again, and Richie forced himself not to push up into him, to keep his 
ass pressed into the bed, pretend he wasn't a nanosecond from orgasm. 


think of laundry! all bubbly and surging in the water 


oh god, surging??? 


Richie wriggled himself, attempting to sink lower into the mattress, but Jon pushed harder into him. 
"You getting close?" 
"No." 


"| think you are." 


"Is it building up inside you, Rich? Getting all full and tight now? You wanna blow all over me?" 


"Oh god--" 
laundry-- 
Jon got close to his ear, his hot breath rustling the hair there. "I'd let you blow on my face if you really 


wanted to. But I'd still win" 

"Ahh--" 

swishing, bubbles 

"IIl tell you a secret, Rich," Jon said, moving a little to the left so that their cocks lined up in a glorious way 
Richie wouldn't have thought possible as he ground into him. "I saw you take the scarf" 

Fuck it. 

The tide of ecstasy Richie had been desperately holding back careened and converged into his groin and erupted 
out of him, and he heard Jon gasp when it happened. A moment later, Jon gave a tortured moan and Richie 


felt a new flood of hot liquid land on his stomach and chest. 


For a full minute or more there was nothing, except the sound of their collective breathing, settling down in 


the dark. Then Richie said, "You knew | took it? You've been baiting me all day." 
Jon rolled off him onto the bed with an umph "Yep." 

"You stole my virginity. My guy virginity.’ 

"You liked it though, didn't you?" 

"Fuck yes. But I'll never be able to do laundry again" 

"What?" 

"Never mind." 


"Hey," Jon said. "Just so you know, I'll have a scarf with me tomorrow night, too. And | may not be watching it 


very closely." 
"You're baiting me into a life of crime now, too?" 
g 


Jon just laughed, a note of sleepiness creeping into it. Richie fumbled for the blankets and pulled them over 


both of them. 
"l'm sleeping here tonight?" Jon said. 
"Thick as thieves," Richie said and, for a second, he thought he heard the cessation of Jon's breath, like the 


other man was getting ready to say something in return, or quietly contemplating if he should. But in the end, 
Jon just rested a palm tentatively against Richie's chest, and Richie felt his heart pounding into the touch. 


END 


